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Fog 
H. Ec. '38 
T LIKE these fuzzy, foggy days, 
With no beginning and no end 
That you can put your finger on. 
This afternoon I traversed ways 
Grown commonplace, and felt fog lend 
Enchantment. All the real was gone. 
* 
And Please Be Very Quiet 
H. Ec. '40 
"—And please be very quiet." 
The door has shut discreetly. Now I must look. Darn the 
ether. It's nearly chocking me. It makes my throat feel funny. 
All right now, turn and look. 
"Hi, Dad, how are you?" I didn't know he'd look so weak. 
Why, Dad's always been so active, golf and hikes, and—he's so 
gray. That croak can't be Dad's voice. Dad used to sing with 
me. 
"Yes, she is a pretty nurse, Dad." Smile now, you fool, even 
if your mouth seems quivering and weak, and keep it steady. 
Put your hands behind you if you must gouge your nails into 
your palms. Oh, Dad, please don't smile like that. Your lips 
are so dry, stretched back across your teeth. 
"Sure, it won't be long now, and when you come home"—God, 
let him come home again—"we've so much to do." 
"Yes, nurse, just a moment. So long, Dad." Kiss him lightly 
on the forehead and leave very quickly, head high. 
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